SEVENTH DAT

I WOKE when the tea came and, Shanks's pony
feeling lazy, asked for three Sunday papers and went
through the familiar process of being astonished
at the multitude of superb books in the publishers'
advertisements, beginning and then dropping Mr.
Torquemada's crossword puzzle, getting every light except
one in an acrostic, noting with admiration that fifty-nine
colonels in Bournemouth were able to inform the world
as to the authorship of Casabianca, and wondering
whether Mr. Ripley was a man or a League of Nations.

The bells of the city pealed for church. When I had
gone through each sheet a second time, reduced to
reading about women's clothes and what a good time
Lord and Lady Something were having with Lord and
Lady Something Else on the Yorkshire moors, I began to
think about how I should spend the day: a Sunday alone
in Bath, no less.

Human frailty very nearly overcame me to the extent
of hiring a car and going to see some people I knew in the
neighbourhood. But that really would hardly be the
Way to a Horse; and conscience, with difficulty, won.

"What about the waters?" I asked myself, remember-
ing that warm liquid which, like so many modern
novels, is just unpleasant enough to be interesting, and
no more. But, somehow, Sunday morning (even if
the Pump Room was open) hardly seemed the time
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